CHAPTER 13 


APRIL 23, 2011 


“No, dude, | bought them last time!” 


Justin and Yosuke had been arguing, as per usual, after school at the Junes, trying to 
decide who should be buying drinks for the table. Chie and Yu insisted that they 
could buy their own drink, but it seemed Justin and Yosuke had just brushed it off. 


“You totally owe me for yesterday though!” 
“You said we'd be even if | recorded your prank!” 


“Yeah, but in retrospect, that doesn’t quite make up for me helping you cheat on 
your test.” 


“Now wait a second, you can’t just turn around and change the agreement!” 
“Watch me.” 


Chie and Yu couldn’t help but give each other a glance of confusion. They already 
said they’d just buy their own drinks, why was this even being argued. Unless they 
were arguing for the sake of arguing, which would make sense considering how 
much they were usually at each other’s throats. 


“Seriously guys, we'll just get our own drinks, it’s not a problem.” 


“You know what? | know how we'll solve this problem.” Justin reached into his 
pocket, grabbing a hold of a shiny quarter. As he held it up he showed the heads 
side of the coin to Yosuke. “Heads, you buy, Tails, | buy.” 


Yosuke groaned slightly as his eyes paced rapidly back and forth between the 
others. After what felt like a good minute of silence, he finally spoke up. 


“Alright fine. Flip it.” 


Justin placed the quarter against the top of his hand, his thumb pressing up against 
its cold metal surface. With a quick flip of his thumb, the coin soared upwards 
through the air, spinning in every possible direction, cutting through the air like a 
knife through butter. As it came down Justin opened his fist to allow the quarter to 
land on the surface of his palm. The second the cold steel touched his hand, he 
tightened his grip around the coin, swinging his arm around to the other, before 
slamming the coin down upon the back of his other hand. Yosuke looked on, a slight 
sense of dread in his eyes. There was a fifty-fifty chance he would lose. He 
practically had to force his eyes shut as he saw Justin move his hand away from the 
surface of the coin. 


“Well?” 
“Heads.” 
“Goddammit! Fine, I'll be right back.” 


Yosuke practically pushed his chair over as he made his way over to the stands to 
grab something to drink. Justin only smirked, his hands reaching back into the 
depths of his pocket to deposit his coin before returning them to their usual position 
behind his head. Chie gave him a quicklook over before deciding something wasn’t 
quite right. 


“Double-sided coin?” 

“Yep.” 

“Justin!” 

“What? He should have checked the coin before we started!” 


It was a valid point, even if the others wouldn’t concede it. If Yosuke had simply 
asked to see the coin before-hand, Justin would have had to buy the drinks for 
trying to cheat. Coin-flipping honor and all that shit. Yosuke came back a minute or 
so later, four drinks in hand. 


“Alright, Dr. Fizz for us three, and water for Justin.” 
“Wat-er you mad or something? 

“Ugh! Enough with these puns! They’re so bad!” 
“That’s sorta the point.” 


Justin happily grabbed the water from the table. It wasn’t Coca-Cola, but at least it 
wasn’t that watermelon tasting shit. Really, he didn’t even care about the drinks, he 
was just happy to have beaten Yosuke at yet another battle of the wits. The rest of 
the group took a sip from their cups too before Justin steered the conversation away 
from Yosuke and Justin’s deathmatch. 


“So how’d the test work out for everyone yesterday?” 
“Awful.” 


Justin looked at Yosuke with a combination of shock and disgust. Awful? How in the 
hell... 


“What did you get...?” 


“a2.” 


Justin couldn’t help but spit up a bit of his drink, much to everyone else‘s disgust. 
Thankfully, he had turned his head in time so it didn’t end up all over the table. 


“Dude, what the hell!?” 


“Hold on, let me get this straight. You had the freakin’ answer sheet in front of you, 
and you STILL failed?” 


Yosuke groaned. “I put all the answers on the wrong line,” 

“Oh my god, you are such an idiot!” 

“Hey don’t judge! You didn’t even have to take the test!” 

“| don’t think putting the answers on the right line would have been a problem.” 
“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” 

“How about you guys? You guys do better than Yosuke?” 

Chie averted eye-contact briefly, her face turning hot red with embarrassment. 
“Well, yeah...” 

“Oh you are such a liar! You totally bombed it, didn’t you?” 


Justin gave Yosuke the usual death glare. He knew from yesterday alone that you 
shouldn’t fuck around with Chie’s grades, lest you lose a lung or two. It was clear 
she didn’t want to talk about her grades, so obviously Yosuke should have just 
dropped the topic and saved himself from some pain. 


“I did not!” 

“Oh really? Then what DID you get?” 
ORG 

“Pfft, that’s barely passing.” 


Justin was surprised Chie’s legs could reach Yosuke’s crotch from where she was 
sitting. At least... he assumed it was his crotch based on the way Yosuke reacted. 
She definitely kicked him though, and kicked him hard. His head practically bounced 
off the table as it collided with it on his way to reach for whatever Chie had hit. 


“What was that?” 
“N-Nothing! Oh shit that burns...“ 


“Well the bright side is you didn’t cheat, and somehow you STILL did better than 
Yosuke.” 


“Up yours too, man...” 

“| guess...” 

“Well how about you, Narukami? How’d you do?” 
“Eh, | did alright. 87.” 

“Not bad.” 


The conversation paused briefly as everyone proceeded to take a few swigs at their 
drinks, save for Yosuke who as still huddled up in pain. Justin almost felt bad for him 
sometimes. | mean, he was a complete douche sometimes, and he always got what 
he deserved, but still. 


“So wait, Justin. | thought you were supposed to be sick today?” Chie seemed way 
too interested in his health as of late. 


“Sorta. | still have a bit of a cold.” 
“Shouldn’t you be at home then?” 
“It’s a cold, not Pink Eye.” 


The discussion paused for a moment. He probably picked the worst disease 
relatively possible for his analogy. Now everyone’s just gonna get all worked up 
over my eye again... Sure enough, it seemed everyone had started to stare at his 
eye again, though no one spoke a single word about it. Justin almost bitched out 
everyone for starring at his eye, but decided it wasn’t worth it. They were just going 
to stare anyway. 


“Well then how come you weren’t at school?” 
“Because | had an excuse not to be?” 


“| don’t get it. When you were sick, you complained you had nothing to do; now 
you’re purposely trying to stay home. What gives?” 


“I can still leave the house with a cold, one. Two, time just moves slower when 
you’re slowly dying from a vomit inducing virus. Way too slow. When I’m fine, it’s 
like a vacation.” 


“Maybe | should tell King Moron you’ve been playing hooky.” Yosuke smirked. He 
hadn’t been serious, at least, Justin had hoped not. 


“Maybe | should tell King Moron how you stole the answer key to that test.” 


“With the grade | got? No way would he believe you.” 


It was true. If Yosuke had any ounce of competence in him, his grade surely would 
reflect whether or not he had cheated. But instead he put everything on the wrong 
line. It’s a wonder he even got the grade he did. 


“Besides, if you did that, I’d have to tell him about your little stunt with the eggs.” 
“Yosuke, you are a bastard after my own heart.” 


“Alright, alright, enough with the blackmail! Can we please talk about something 
else?” 


It was hard to tell if Chie was trying to steer the conversation away from its current 
destination because of the content of the topic being discussed, or because she 
thought the two were going to try to kill each other again. Maybe a little bit of both. 
Either way, it mattered not; Justin and Yosuke quickly decided to drop the subject. 
The only problem is there was little to nothing else to talk about. Justin dug around 
in his head for a topic to discuss, but was struggling to even think of a good starting 
point. By the time something had finally popped into his head, before he had even 
finished the thought, he practically shouted out the first thing that came to his 
mind. He immediately regretted it. 


“So I’ve been thinking abit about my shadow...” 


SHIT! Bad subject, BAD SUBJECT. Justin averted eye contact briefly as he tried to 
think of a way to eas out of the topic he had just thrown on the table. Much to his 
surprise, however, no one seemed put off by the topic of discussion he had 
proposed. In fact, some of them even looked mildly interested. 


“What about it?” 


“Well... Why didn’t it do the same thing your shadows did? Trying to get you to deny 
its existence, spilling your secrets out, that sort of thing. Why is it trying to beat 
around the bush like this? | mean, surely me being aware of my shadows existence 
gives me the advantage, right?” 


“You know, | was wondering that myself. You said you talked with it before, right?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Maybe it had already tried to get you to deny him, and it hadn’t worked.” 


“| thought so too at first but... I’m not even sure what my shadow is supposed to 
represent.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Well, take Yukiko’s shadow. It made it painfully clear that it was suppressed hatred 
or fear of being trapped, forced to do something she didn’t want to do. Chie’s was 


suppressed jealousy of Yukiko, as well as suppressed desire to control her. And 
Yosuke... Well | wasn’t there for Yosuke’s but I’m assuming the shadow made it 
clear what emotions Yosuke had suppressed. Mine hasn’t done anything like that.” 


“It hasn’t?” 

“No... | mean, it’s been a huge asshole, but...” 

“Maybe that’s the suppressed part of you?” 

“Being an asshole? Please, | do that on a normal basis, nothing | would deny.” 


“Well didn’t you say something about your shadow making comments about 
people’s butts, or something like that...?” 


“Huh? Well yeah, but-“ 
“Maybe inner you is a pervert.” 


“| just sorta assumed that fell under asshole. Again, | wouldn’t really deny 
something like that.” 


“Wait, so you ARE a pervert?” 
“Fuck no.” 
“You just denied it.” 


“No, I’m saying that some part of me is probably like that. Just not ALL of me. | don’t 
go around starring at people’s asses like you do Yosuke.” 


“Dude, | do NOT do that.” 
“Bullshit.” 
“Well, | mean... Once or twice, but | don’t make a habit of it!” 


Chie looked completely disgusted by the conversation at hand. Before she had been 
all on-board with trying to help figure out the mystery behind Justin’s shadow, but it 
seemed that had just deteriorated into an argument over who’s the biggest pervert. 


“Yeah, okay. Go back to ‘listening’ to your Risette albums.” 
“And what’s that supposed to mean.” 


“You tell me. | only said you were listening to music. Why are you getting all worked 
up over listening to music? Unless, that’s not what you were doing...?” 


Yosuke blushed. It’s true. Justin only said listening to music, even if it was 
completely obvious he meant something else. Yosuke had more or less sealed his 
own tomb. 


“Can we NOT talk about this?” 
“Chie’s right.” 


“Back on topic here, | have no idea what my shadow is supposed to be. And | can’t 
accept him unless | do, right?” 


“And what was that he said about ‘bigger plans in store,’ or something like that?” 
“You don’t think...?” 


“What, that I’m going to get kidnapped? Thrown into the TV? | don’t think so. | know 
how to defend myself in there, plus | Know my way around. It would really serve no 
purpose other than getting me alone for a little bit, and even then, so long as | don’t 
deny my shadow nothing could happen, right? It would be a ballsy move with no 
payoff. Hell, | might even see the killer’s face that way.” 


“That’s true, but you wouldn’t be able to defend yourself without your weapon 
right?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Well if you got kidnapped, Teddie would have your gun, right? So how would you 
fight off the shadows if they chased you?” 


“Well... Uh... How do | put this...” 


The conversation paused for a moment, the group’s eyes slowly starting to dialate 
as they realized what Justin was getting at. 


“You don’t mean...” 

“Yeah... | don’t leave the gun with Teddie. | don’t trust him with it.” 

“What the hell is wrong with you!” 

“What?” 

“What if you got caught with that!?” 

“| imagine the something would happen as if | got caught with the cigarettes.” 
“I think those are two entirely different levels of crime, dude.” 


“Point is, don’t worry about it. | know how to hide this stuff. 


“Oh god this is not happening...” 


“What, you want me to leave it with Teddie so he can get bored one day and 
accidently blow his brains out? Yeah sure, that sounds like a great plan!” 


“Dude he doesn’t have a brain!” 

“It’s a figure of speech, Yosuke.” 

“Just unload the gun and keep the ammo! Problem solved!” 
“1... actually hadn’t thought of that...” 

“And you called ME the idiot.” 


“Yosuke, never piss off someone with a gun.” 


